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of six wooden shanties, where we alight to sup off
hot cake, tea, and tomatoes; and about an hour
later, in the midst of a pleasant chat -with the
landlord of our hostelry, we hear the driver's
cry, " On board ! " Bushing out into the night,.
our belts swung round us, our pistols loaded
for the fray, we find that our big Concord coach
has been exchanged for a light prairie waggon,
smaller in size, frailer in build, without a door,
with very bad springs, and with canvas blinds for
windows. Iftto this waggon, the letter-bags have
been forced by an ingenious violence, the art of
which is only known in the western country, with
so neat a finish that it would seem impossible to
insert two human beings between the mail-bags
and the wall. But, in time, by doubling our legs
across each other, by craning our necks, by slinging
our elbows, into straps, the feat is accomplished;
the two human beings afore-named having been
persuaded, much against the grain, to wriggle
themselves between the bags, under a promise that
the said bags will shake down in a few minutes
so as to give plenty of room. This is not easy,
we suggest to each other, since we have our own
small litter of pistols, books, maps, brandy-flasks,
shawls, night-caps, potted meats, cigar-cases, sticks,